CHAPTER VI
STAMBOUL, THE CITY OF MOSQUES

JTAMBOUL Is wonderfully various. Com-
pressed between two seas, it contains sharp,,
even brutal contrasts: of beauty and ugliness,
grandeur and squalor, purity and filth, silence and
uproar, the most delicate fascination and a fierce-
ness that is barbaric. It can give you peace or a
sword. The sword is sharp and cruel; the peace is
profound and exquisite.

Every day early I escaped from the uproar of Pera
and sought in Stamboul a place of forgetfulness.
There are many such places in the city and on its
outskirts: the mosques^ the little courts and gardens
of historic tombs; the strange and forgotten Byzan-
tine churches, lost in the maze of wooden houses; the
cemeteries vast and melancholy, where the dead
sleep in the midst of dust and confusion, guarded by
giant cypresses; the lonely and shadowed ways by
the walls and the towers; the poetic glades and the
sun-kissed terraces of Seraglio Point.

Santa Sophia stands apart from all other build-
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